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'' Come unto me, all je £hat labour and are heavj laden, and 
I will give you rest."— *;Sj^. Xait. xL %« 

Ah, did He leave the resJms of light, 

His glorious throne for me ? 
Yes sinner, Christ did once forsake 

His Father's house for thee. 

And was He clothed in mortal flesh. 

In human form for me P 
Yes sinner, Christ did once become 

A little babe for thee. 

» 

Or did He fast smd, fainting, pray"; 

A fflict His soul for me P 
Yes sinner, Christ did eft endure 

A bitter pang for thee. 
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And was He scorned, and scourged, and mocked. 

And buffeted for me ? 
Yes sinner, Christ did e^en submit 

To cruel taunts for thee. 

Say, did He groan, and bleed, and die. 

Upon the cros^ for me p 
Yes sinner, He, in bounflless love. 

Did shed His blood for thee.. 

And did H^ go to regions dark 

To vanquish death for me ? 
Yes sinner, and from gloomy grave 

Christ rose again for thee. 

And is He gone to God's right hand 

To intercede for me? 
Yes sinner, with His Father now. 

In heaven. He pleads for thee. 

Then, there is hppe of hfe and peace. 

Of pardon, e'en for me ? 
Yes sinner, if thou go to Him, 

From sin He'll rescue tiiee. 
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I 

With Jesu I will refuge take. 
To Hiixj fpr help TH flee : 
Hagte siijner, Jesqs ghdly hails, 
Apd pngels welcofB§ thee ! 

« 

Yes Saviour, I, a sinner, come 
With oogtrite heart to Thee ; 

Forgive, O graciously forgive. 
And, smiling, look on zne I 

O send thy Holy Spirit, Lord, 
With love to quicken me ; 

That so, for evermore, I may 
Devote my life to Thee. 



10 THOUGHTS IN VIIBSB! FOB THE AFFLICTED. 

II- 

^* In everj thing bj prajer and supplication, let jonr requests 
be made known unto God." — PMippidnSp iy. 6. 

'^ The Lord hear thee in the daj of trouble." — Psalm, zx. 1. 

Prayer is the earnest breathing of the heart 
That doth its constant need to God impart ; 
The fervent sigh, desire expressed the least. 
Shall surely wing its flight to our High-priest, 
Whose boundless love to hear doth ever deign — 
Pray we, with shame, to cleanse from guilty stain. 
Seek we the grace that ever freely flows. 
Or flee we for the wearied souls repose. 
Such converse hold we with the King of earth,« 
Such blessing reap we from the second-birth, 
Such be my portion, when the eye is dim, 
Tiir sinner's prayer be lost in saintly hymn 
In that blessed home of ever — joyous days. 
The land of love, of peace, of endless praise^ 
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IIL 

«For of Him, and through Him, and to Himi are all 
Aings."— "iiofTuitM, zL 36. 

When I approach the mercy-seat 
To cast me at Jehovah's feet, 
And breathing oft my Saviour's name, 
With fervent ardour urge my claim. 

Then, 'tis not sinful I that plead. 
But Jesu's love doth intercede ; 
*Tis Christ presents my feeble prayer. 
Else were I vainly kneeling there. 

His precious blood prevails for me. 
The pangs, the groans of Calvary ; 
Through Him alone my soul obtains 
Pardon for all its guilty stains. 

* Bee Biahop Wilson's Sacra Privata, page 19, EdUk/tH 1841. 



12 TTOPQHTH W VJiBSB WQ^ T^B ArPWiJTBP. 

IT. 

^^ Rejoice whh them that do rejoice^ and weep with them 
that wee^.^^-RomanSf xii. 15. 

Is there a rose that bloomy 

In i^ome vast Y^iMerness, 
So sweetly blossoming, 

Its desert home to bless 
With fragranpQ, th?^t perfvipwi? 

The 9ifx d^licioflsly P 
Ah, tost thou found it theire P 

That pos^ is Sympathy \ 

Is there sonoe precious gem 

'Mid thousand others set^ 
That when the eye hath $een 

It never can forget ; 
That quickly wins the heart 

By its simplicity P 
Yes, hast thou seen it shine P 

That gem is Sympathy ! 
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When sorrow clouds the brow 

Or grief is preyittg deep ; 
When heavy gnawing cares 

Thy eyelids rob of sleep } 
When sickness weighs thee down 

Or dread adversity ; — 
What has thee power to soothe 

Like tear of Sympathy P 

Or wh^n the bfimtoing cup 

Of joy is running o'er ; 
When pleasure's sufiny showers 

Their welcome blessings pottr ; 
When smiling fortune brings 

Some new prosperity ;— 
What can thy gladness swell. 

Like joyful Sympathy ? 

O rarest blessing ihou 

That heart can breathe to heart 
What man hath felt thy charm 

And e'er desires to part ? 
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What SO links soul to soul 

In bond of unity P 
What fans the flame of lore 

Like tender Sympathy ? 



Daminus regU m$. 

The Lord, my shepherd^ e'er is nigh 
My wants and cravings to supply ; 
To pastures green He guides my feet^ 
And by the waters still and sweet. 

He shall my erring soul convert 

And keep it safe from every hurt ; 

In righteous paths^. whence some have gone^ 

For His name's sake. Hell lead me on. 

What^ though I walk through death's dark vale^ 
No evil thing shall make me quail. 
For thou art ever with me, Lord, 
Thy rod and staff their aid afford*. 
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My table thou dost oft prepare, 
Despite my foes, with tender care ; 
Anointing oil thy hand doth pour. 
My cup with gladness runneth o'er. 

Thy goodness and thy mercy pure 
Through all my life shall be secure ; 
And in thy house I e^er shall dwell. 
For thou dost love thy servant well. 
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P0alm xnxtiU 

NbU (Emulari. 

Although the wicked man appear 
To prosper and to flourish here, 

A favoured elf j 
Like some bay tree to spread his roots, 
And raise on high his verdant shoots ; 

Fret not thyself. 

Although the evil-doer cTiance, 
In smiling fortune, to advance 

'Mid prospects fair ; 
His sails with gale propitious charged, 
His heart with growing pride enlarged ;- 

No envy bean 

In virtue's paths thou long hast trod. 
And sought to glorify thy God 

In all thy ways : 
But e'en an adverse lot is thine, 
No earthly treasures round thee shine. 

Nor gilded rays P 
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The heat and burthen of the day 
Thou hast been doomed to bear alway, 

Throughout thy life ? 
And hoar bs snow thy locks are grown> 
Yet, nought but labour thou hast known 

And ceaseless strife P 



It seemeth hard that thou should'st pine> 
Thy strength in poverty decline, 

While those around 
Who heavenly counsellings despise. 
No fear of God before their eyes, 

Have and abound. 



But vex thou not thy righteous soul 
Though such have reached ambition's goal,- 

Be not afraid : 
A little while, they shall be gone. 
Cut down as grass at early mom. 

And lowly laid. 

B 
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The godless shall be rooted out, 
And all his seed, without a doubt. 

Prom oflf the land ; 
While they, who serve the Lord with fear 
And seek to do his pleasure here. 

Shall firmly stand. 



An endless portion shall be thine, 
A sure inheritance divine. 

Clear as the light. 
Thy righteousness shall Grod display. 
Thy virtue, as the fair noon-day. 

Surpassing bright. 



Then, put thy trust in Him above^ 
Delight thou in the Source of love 

And follow peace ; 
For countless riches shalt thou gain^ 
When thou dost Paradise attain, 

That ne'er decrease. 
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VII. 

pgalm IxxiiU 27.* 

Propinquum esse Deo mihi honum est. 

Aye, it is good to hold me fast, 

To hold me fast by God ; 
My confidence on Him to cast, — 

To know Him as my rod. 

Aye, it is good to put my trust. 

My trust in Him alone ; 
And, though I be but very dust. 

To feel Him as my own. 

For whom have I in heaven above, 

Or whom in earth below. 
That can defend me with such love. 

And bless and keep me so ? 

My heart and flesh may faint and fail. 
But God shall be my strength 

To guide me through the tearful vale, 
And give me peace at length. 

* Prayer-book Version, 
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VIII. 

Clip pitmen iDnest. 

Psalm hcxxiij. 3. 

When all around is gloom. 

When clouds bespread the sky, 
When thunders roll the doom 

That lightning bringeth nigh ; 
Then, dost Thou shelter those 

From black impending harm, 
And forth Thy mandate goes, 

To hurt not nor al£trm 

Thy much loved sons, 
•* Thy hidden ones." 

When war, with quenchless rage 

For blood and human life. 
Bids rival hosts engage 

In fierce and deadly strife ; 
Then, dost Thou bear thy shield 

To ward the fatal blow, 
Thy mighty sword dost wield 

To save from ruthless foe 
Thy favoured sons, 
" Thy hidden ones/' 
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When hungry &inine spreads 

Throughout the naked land. 
When rivers leave liieir beds 

But heaps of burning sand ; 
Then, dost Thou come to feed 

With choicest fruits of earth, 
To cooling fount dost lead, 

Preserving from the dearth. 
Thy precious sons, 
'' Thy hidden ones." 

When pallid sickness sweeps 

With desolating blast. 
From king to peasant leaps 

And, writhing, holds them fast ; 
Then, Thou art near to soothe, 

Alleviate their pain. 
Their dying pillow smooth. 

Or bring to life again, 

Thy faithful sons, 
" Thy hidden ones," 
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When Satan grimly smiles 

Or chills with demon frown, 
With thousand hateful wiles 

To hell would lure them down ; 
TJien art Thou ever nigh 

To strengthen and instruct, — 
Far from the tempter's eye 

Thou safely dost conduct 

Thy blood-bought sons, 
" Thy hidden ones." 

Not 'mid the worldly proud,* 

Not on the stately throne. 
Nor in the giddy crowd. 

Thou lookest for Thine own ; 
For in the peaceful home. 

Or in some lowly cell. 
In howling deserts roam. 

Or sea-washed caverns dwell. 
Thy chosen sons, 
" Thv hidden ones." 

♦ Psalm xxxi. 20. 
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. IX. 

l^ulm txxu 

Levavi ocvlos^ 

Unto the hills I lift mine eyes 

From whence mine aid doth spring ; 

Yea, eTen from the Lord it flies 
On mercy'« swiftest wing. 

The Lord, who heaven and earth hath made, 

Permits me not to slip ; 
He, whom the sun and moon obeyed. 

Shall never let thee trip. 

The Lord, that doth so safely keep 

Thy foot from being moved. 
He surely knoweth not to sleep, 

He hath not feeble proved. 

The Lord, who keepeth Israel, 

Can slumber vanquish him P 
The Lord, who loveth thee so well. 

Can His eye e'er wax dim P 
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He wearies not by thee to standi 
Preserving tbee from harm ; 

For thy defence, or thy right hand^ 
Is Hi^ almighty arm. 

So, yonder swel, with radiance bright^ 
Shall bum tbee Bot by day ; 

Nor silver moon,, that shines by night,. 
Its chillness im thee lay. 

The Lord himself is e'er alert 

From ill to cover thee : 
Yea, even He^ from every hm*t. 

Thy soul preserveth free. 

The Lord shall guard thy going out 

And all thy coming in. 
From this time forth, thy path about^ 

Ai^ Hehatti ^ver been.. 
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' a^S sEouI 0W be lo^fui in me ^iiti/' 

Jicdah, Ixi. 10. 

There is an inward jay 

That lighteth up the breast^ 
A foretaste, sent from heaven^ 

Of heaven^s eternal rest. 

Such joy as angels breathe 

Around the Father s throne. 
And none on earth can share 

Save the upright alcMie. 

Cold is the heart, and drear. 

That hath not felt its ray. 
As some bright sunny gleam 

On a dark winter's day. 

But he who walks with God 

And strives to do His will. 
This glad refreshing joy 

Doth oft his bosom fill. 
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Yet, 'tis not alway there — 
For he hath cares and woes," 

And fleshly lusts within. 
And outward ghostly foes. 

How welcome, then, whene'er 
This visitant appears. 

And all his heart and soul 
Reanimates and cheers, 

O Father, loving, kind, 
- That gladdenest heaven above, 
Withhold not from thy child 
This token of thy love. 

Remember not my faults. 
For I am frail and weak. 

And oft, alas, my heart 
Would earthly pleasures seek. 

Nor seldom may this joy 
Illuminate my breast. 

This foretaste, sent from heaven, 
Of heaven's eternal rest 
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XI. 

Ctie Dittme ^enetiolence ano S21i0liom.4» 

" The earth is full of the goodness of the Lord." — Psalm 
xxxiij. 5. 

I dare not let my thoughts abound 

On each effect and cause, 
On all the mysteries around 

Of nature's varied laws. 

Such study is not safe nor good, 

Bewildering the mind ; 
It doth not breed the humble mood, 

Nor the affections bind. 

But I would rest my longing eye 

On some bright spot at hand, 
Some single instance I'd espy 

That does my faith command. 

For when I see the little child 

So joyous in its play. 
With flush of health and spirits wild 

Throughout the live-long day ; 

• See Paley's Moral PMosophy^ Book IL, chapter 5. 
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With all its harmless pleasures here. 

And all its high delight; 
Then, do £ feel that One is neai% 

Though clouded from my sight. 

Then too, me seems to be assured, 
" God's finger tracM this," 

That His Benevolence secured 
The infancy of bliss. 

And so, this little child to me 
Hath come in heavenly guise ; 

I cannot all its gladness see 
And doubt that God is wise. 



^'Blessed are they that have not seen, and yet have believed." 
Se. John, XX. 29. 

Are there not hours when faith is weak. 

When donbtings will arise P 
Are there not times when those most meek 

Are taken by surprise P 
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Some passing cloud may chance to veil 

The brightness of the sun ; 
Some transient terror may assail 

The happiness begun. 

Then, fear thou not, the truth shall shine 

Still clearer to thy heart, 
And from its eminence divine 

A brighter ray impart 

But strive to build thy faith so sure 

On Him, who is the rock, 
That every blast it may endure. 

And brave the sternest shock. 

With singleness of heart, belifeve. 

And let thy trust be keen. 
That thou the blessing may'st receive 

Of him who hath not seen. 
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XIIL 

" Put on the whole armour of God. — Ephesians vL 11, 

Clad in the panoply of heaven, 

What need I fear of Satan's power ; 

His cruel darts against me driven, 
Or artful wiles in evil hour ? 

If God hath given me such array 
To save my soul from hellish spite, 

Why should I dread to wend my way. 
Or fear to wage the holy fight ? 

For when with Truth my loins are girt^^ 
And Virtue's plate is on my breast. 

No falsehood can my spirit hurt. 
No vice within my bosom rest* 

And if my feet be always shod 
With the defence of Gospel peace,. 

No rugged path, that must be trod. 
Shall cause my zeal and love to cease. 
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Or while I hold the shield of Faith 
To guard me from the wicked foe, 

I am assured, nor harm, nor scath. 
Can come to work a lasting woe. 

And when Salvation's helm is mine 
To cheer me with a blessfed hope, 

Why should my courage e'er decline. 
Or shun with evil powers to cope ? 

The Spirit's sword is by my side. 
That word of God, pure, undefil'd,. 

Thus pride and error are defied. 
Though I am but a foolish child. 

Prayer, also, is a weapon sure 

Whereby temptation to withstand,. 

All heavenly graces to secure 

From my Redeemer's ready hand. 

Then, shall I not sustain the fight. 
Though it be long and very sore ; 

And shall I not be clothed with might 
To wear the crown when all is o'er ? 
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XIV. 

patience. 

^ Let patienoe have her perfect wort" — Si. James, L 4. 

" Weak and weary, faint and sore, 
'* Would this troublous life were o'er ; 
** Fain I'd leave this vale of woe 
*^ And to Abra'm's bosom go. 



U 



Long Fve suffered, long Fve pined. 

All my faculties declined, 
*' And a burthen have I proved 
*' To the friends who've alway loved." 

Ah, afflicted Christian, cease 
Thus to murmur for release ; 
Is not God preparing thee 
For a bright eternity ? 

True, 'tis hard to linger on 
When the sweets of life are gone. 
But let Patience now fulfil 
What is wanting in thee still. 
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See how men of old endured* 
Ere the promise they secured, 
And, my brother, wilt not thou. 
Thankful, wait for Jesu now ? 



4i 
ii 



Yet a litfle while," He saith> 
Thou must exercise thy faith ; 
He that cometh will not tarry^t 
My designs shall not miscarry." 

Think not, suflf'rer, thou can'st not 
Serve thy Maker in thy lot. 
Showing Patience and Content, 
Not in vain thy days are spent-f 

Then, with quiet, Wide thine hour. 
Though thou be a blighted flower ; 
Heaven shall all the brighter shine 
For thy present discipline. 





* Hebrews xi* f Hebrews x. 37- 


+ 


" who best 



Bear His mild j-oke, they serve Him best.*' — Milton, 

c 
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*^Jjord, now lettest thou thy, servant depart in peace. 
Luke, ii, 29. 

Farewell, O earth! thy joys,. thy cares 
Thy pains, thy pleasures, mirth^..and tears ; 
My Master calls me hence^ — farewell — 
With Him in Paradise to dwell. 

My spirit grieves not to depart, 
Save for the friends so near my heart; 
But I bequeath them all to Thee 
O God, their Friend, and Saviour be ! 

Chequered,. in truth, my course halh been,. 
And many an up and down I've seen ; 
Yefc hath Thy mercy e-er prevailed, 
Nor have Thy countless blessings fiailed. 

Oh 1 let my grateful soul record' 

Thy boundless love and goodness,. Lord,T— 

Breathing Thy praises as I die,. 

ril sing them through eternity., 
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Behold ! a vision, wondrous bright, 
Of angels hastening in their flight. 
To take my longing soul to Thee 
With whom^ I evermore shall be* 

Then, once again, O earth, farewell! — 
Beloved, weep not at my knell ; 
Tis sad to part, but soon 'tis o'er, 
And then, we^ meet to part no more*. 



XYL, 

C|)e Deatlr of a ^ot^n €btiiitim^ 

'* Let me die the death of the righteous, and let my last end^ 
be like hi^ ! — Numbers^ xxiiL 10. 

That bloodless cheek, that glassy eye. 
Too plainly tell that death is nigh, 
Yet doth the placid mien declare 
That peace and joy are inmates there.. 

The hands are clasped, the eyelids close, — 
Farewell to troubles, pains, and woes, — 
The lips are moved, a sigh is breathed, 
The spirit to its Lord bequeathed. 



o 
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Oh ! what a glorious transit this, 

To yonder Paradise of bliss, 

Where nought intrudes to hurt one soul 

That hath obtained the blessfed goal. 

Is it not balm to those that mourn 
The dust to kindred dust's return, 
That faith hath triumphed to the last. 
And this life's sufferings are past ? 

Give God the thanks, to Him the praise, 
For mercy seasoneth His ways ; 
And weep not for the Christian's flight 
From darkness to unfading light. 
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XVII. 

Co tht JFrienti0 of tfte Departeu. 

" But I would not have you to be ignorant^ brethren, concer- 
ing them which are asleep, that ye sorrow not, even as others 
which have no hope." — Ist. T^essalonians, iv, 13. 

Why should we grieve, my Christian friends, 
When death some dear one's trial ends ? 
Is not our loss his endless gain ? 
Hath he not bid adieu to pain ? 

We are all pilgrims, here below, 
Stemming the tide as on we go ; — 
God grant, we be not found with those 
Who take the current as it flows ! 

We are all tempest-tossed and driven 
By many a storm, from earth to heaven : 
We are all, more or less, oppressed 
By anxious cares, precluding rest. 
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Then, why bewail that one we love 
Hath left these cares for peace above? 
That the frail bark hath reached, at last, 
. A certain refuge from the blast? 

Nay, rather let us, 'mid our tearai, 
Rejoice to lay aside all fears ; 
And seek for grace to end our days 
In peace, to our Redeemer's praise. 



XVIII. 

ail ^atntiBl. 

" Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord ; even so saith 
the Spirit ; for they rest from their labours/' — RemL xiv. 13. • 

Thrice happy and thrice blest 
They, who the race have run^ 
They, who have fought and won, 

And found their rest ; 

* As rendered in "the order for the burial of the dead." 



THOUaHTS IN TERSE ^OTL THE AFFLICtED. 39 

They, who have reached the shore 

Of high and holy peace 

That ne'er shall pall nor cease, 

But bless them more. 

'Tis not the highest joy. 
But ante-past of bliss 
They know they cannot miss, 
And none destroy : 

Tor now their souls are pure ; 
And, while the body sleeps, 
Jesus the spirit keeps, 

^or aye, secure. 

In Abra'm's bosom lie 
These saintly ones, and share 
The wondrous glory, there. 

That draweth nigh. 

All, all is o'er and past 

Of pain, and strife, and fear ; 

No breath of sin is near, 

No curse to blast. 
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There, is the Martyr brave, 
And there, the aged Seer ; 
There) too, the Saint austere^. 

And Father grave^ 

The holy maid is there ; 
And many a little child 
Whom Satan ne'er defiled y 

And matron fair. 

And, Oh ! haw sweet the thought : 
That those we loved, while here,. 
And now seem doubly dear. 

Can suffer nought : 

That, though their life hath fled. 
Yet are they ever nigh. 
Bound by a sacred tie,. 

to Christ the Head 

That, with the Church abovej 
The Church on earth unite 
In many a mystic rite 

Of sacred love.. 
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Then, let us follow those — 
Those who have gone before — 
Unto the peaceful shore 

Of blessed repose. 

Nor shall we dread the strife 
That we must wage with sin,. 
For we^^ like these, shall win 

An endless Hfe ; 

And with that white-rob'd throng 
Of every age and clime. 
In ecstacy sublimej^ 

We'll join the song — 

The song of praise and might 
Unto the Lamb, for e'er. 
Who sits triumphant there. 

Enthroned in light. 



42 THOUGHTS IN VBRSB POB THB AFFLtCTEO. 

XIX. 

Do0t tt)ou bear 0ome cfiaiaitenmg leifiarpi 

Hehrewsy xii. 6. 

Dost thou bear some chastening sharp ? 

Child of God, be not dismayed ; 
Moved .by love, thy Father's hand, 

For thy weal, is on thee laid. 

Dost thou feel the scourging rod ? 

Favoured offspring, do not grieve ; 
He, who suffered harder stripes. 

Into grace, doth thee receive. 

Dost thou know affliction's load ? 

Ransomed sinner, murmur not ; 
He, who bore the weight of guilt. 

Hath no burdened son .forgot. 

Doth disease Hty frame invade ? 

Mortal frail, dismiss alarm ; 
He, who felt the pains of death. 

Can the grisly king disarm. 
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Is thy soul bowed down with care ? 

Troubled spirit, there is peace ; 
He, who groaned with mortal pang. 

Soon, shall bid thy sorrows cease. 

Whatsoever casts thee down. 
Inward grief, or outward pain. 

Go to Jesus, tell thy woe. 
He will raise thee up again. 
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XX. 

^ing to tht Lorn, ge ©afntiei of f^in. 

Psalm, XXX. 4. 5. 

Sing to the Lord, ye saints of His, 
Your grateful thanks express ; 

His boundless love, remember ye. 
And His great holiness. 

For as the fleeting moments pass,. 

So is His anger gone ; 
There, life, with vigour fresh, hath sprung 

Where'er His grace hath shone* 

While darkness broods, with gloomy wing. 

Your weeping may endure. 
But joy shall come when early day 

Hath dawned with radiance pure. 

Your song, with morning sun,, shall rise 

Like incense to the sky. 
And blessing draw, with gracious smile. 

From Him who reigns on high. 
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XXL 



9 penitential P0alm. 



45 



Forsake me not, O God, 
Forsake not utterly ; 

Oh, be Thou still my rod. 
Oh, deal Thou tenderly. 



Psalm zxxviii. 21. 



Mieah vii. 14. 



Rebuke me not in ire, 
Let not thine anger barn ; 

Oh, chasten not with fire. 
Thine indignation turn. 



Psalm xxxviii. 1. 



Have mercy upon me, 

Have mercy. Lord, and spare ; 
My help is all in Thee, 

Mercy is all my prayer. 



Psalm yi. 2. 



My bones are greatly vexed, 

Oh, punish not my wrong ; 
My soul is sore perplexed, 
But Thou, O Lord, how long P Pta.yi.2, 



3. 
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Return, my God, return ;, 

Deliver when I cry, P^m^ui. 

Nor from thy footstool spurn ;. 

Oh, save me ere I die.. 



My sin goes o'er my; head, 
I sink beneath the weight : 

My rest and peace have fled ; 
My very self I hate^ 



Psalm xxxviiL 4«. 



PsaUn xxxviii. 3> 



Joh, xlii. 6.. 



Thou knowest;my desire,. 

My groaning is not hid,. 
M.y strength doth quick expire;. 

Mine eyes^ their light forbid. Ps»im xxxviu. 9, iq.» 



# 



*- 



# 



«i 



Depart, ye wicked crew. 
Ye workers of deceit, 

All my transgressions grew 
From following your feet. 



Psulm vi. 8. . 
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Depart, for God hath heard 

The voice of my complaint ; " 
He hath fulfilled His word. 

Nor suffered me to feint; Pw/« xxvii. is. 

Wait on the Lord for aye. 

Take courage, O my heart ;. 
Wait on the Lord; I say, 

He'll saving, strength impart, p^j^ ^.^u u. 
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XXII. 

Cge Commemoration of tht 2OounD0 of 
m? Horn 3[e0u0 Cl)ri0t-# 

'* H6 was wounded for our transgressions."— .AatoA, liii. 5. 

When evil thoughts bring trouble nigh 
The struggling heart to rend, 

Then, to my Saviour's wounds I fly 
As some life-giving friend. 

Or when the flesh me layeth low, 
With all its pride and lust. 

Remembrance of his wounds and woe 
Uplifteth from the dust. 

When Satan, with his cruel wiles. 

My spirit would ensnare, 
I turn me to those loving smiles 

My Lord alone can wear. 

* See St. Augustine's JUanual, 
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If burning passion e'er abounds 

Within my fevered frame^ 
A cooling flood, from Jesu's wounds, 

Extinguisheth the flame. 

In sorrow's hour, in night of tears, 

In sickness, or in pain. 
The wounds of Christ allay my fears. 

And make me whole again. 

Securely in those wounds I sleep 

And rest without a dread ; 
Shall He, who died, not safely keep 

His own, for whom he bled? 

Ah, where so deadly bitter lot, 
Christ's love <sinnot ensweetP 

Ah, where the poor and humble cot. 
Too lowly for His feet ? 

All, all my hope is in the cross. 

Thereon my merit hangs ; 
To it, all else is earthly dross. 

No wealth, but Jesu's pangs. 
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Yes, from His wounds, springs forth my life. 

My refuge is His grave ; 
His mercy gilds my latest strife,. 

Christ rose again to save. 

While God's compassion faileth not, 

I shall not merit lack ; 
While glows the love, our souls that bought, 

God's favour will not slack. 

The more my Master's power to save. 

The more secure am I ; 
In Jesu's arms to live, I crave, 

In Jesu*s arms to die. 
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XXIU. 

Clie ^untia? nejct before dBamt, 

** A man of sorrows^ and acqualDted with grief/'— -iMtaA liii» 3. 

Lord Jesu, when Thy life-long woes, 

My heart is brought to see, 
And when I view the dying throes 
That Thou hast borne for me. 

Or, when in yonder silent glade, 

I look upon Thy tears ; 
The anguish that Thy soul dismayed. 

The agonizing fears ; 

Then, Saviour, is my shan^ most deep 

For all my sinful ways ^ 
Then, doth my down-cast spirit weep 

The thankless soul's displays. 

For ah, how little do I give 

To Thee, for all Thy love,— 
Else, would 1 strive, on earth, to live 

More close to Thee above. 
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Each sorrow, that Thy grace doth send, 
Fd hail with grateful heart ; 

Receive it as a welcome friend 
That plays the kindliest part. 

So, I some fellowship might bear 

In Thy stupendous grief, 
And, while Thy suflFerings I share. 

My spirit find relief. 

Oh, teach me, then, my God and King, 
Whilst now 1 mourn with Thee, 

My life> my hope, my all, to bring. 
Thine own for e'er to be. 

Teach me myself to consecrate 

On self-denial's shrine. 
That I, with joy, may celebrate 

The coming triumph. Thine ; 

That dying, e'er, the death to siii, 
My heart may be renewed 

In Thee, the endless life, to Win, 
Which Thou, for me, hast sued. 
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XXIY. 

"The Lord bath laid on Him the iniquity of us all.*' 
Isaiahy liii. 6. 

O Calvary ! 

Thou Moutit of mystery, 
Might I but climb thy steep 
And lay me down to weep, — 
Might I but apprehend the cross 
And leave, for e'er, this earthly dross. 



O Calvary ! 

To all eternity 
Shall be thy sound most dear 
To such as love and fear, 
Afi love aiHi fear the sacred name 
Of Him who bare the crofis and shame. 
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'Twas on thy height. 
Amid meridian night, 

He bowed His head and died. 

For sinners crucified : 

And closed this mortal woe and thrall, 

Crying, " 'tis finished " — finished all. 



To Thee, to Thee 
Alone, my God, I flee- 
To Thee, who shed Thy blood, 
Thirsting to drain the flood, — 
To cleanse the fatal stain of guilt 
By that Thy boundless love hath spilt. 



In every cry 

Of matchless agony. 

That wrung Thy tortured fi:ame, 

I mark but still the same. 

Thy grace, my need. Thy love, my sin. 

Thy joy the erring soul to win. 
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Then, fie, my heart, 
If thou can'st e'er depart 
From such ^a peerless friend, 
Who died thy deatiti to end, — 
If thou, my soul, can'st e'er forget 
Hkn who hath paid thy heaven-ward debt. 



XXV. 
^ \n.A with the rich in his death."-— /«aiaA, liii. 9. 

Laid in th' untainted tomb., 
'Mid aU its silent gloom, 
A lifeless corpse and cold. 
The Lamb of God, behold I 

Complete^ the tragic scene 
Of Golgotha hath been. 
And, now, 'tis peace and rest 
In mansions of the blest 



r 
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But there are those that mourn, 
Bereaved of light, forlorn ; 
The mother and the friend 
Sad tears of sorrow blend. 

O fear not, weeping crew. 
The word of life is true. 
And He,^ who died to save. 
Shall overcome the grave. 

Blessed be the pious care. 
That laid Thee, Jesu, there ; 
In burial sheet Thee wound. 
And spice and ointment found. 

'Tis meet, that men revere 
The casquet, while *tis here, 
And solemn honour pay 
When life hath passed away. 

'Tis meet, to draw us near 
And drop the s^ent tear ; 
But Faith and Hope are nigh 
Ta wipe the mosgfeeued eye. 
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Buried, in Thee, to sin. 
Now, may I, Lord, begin 
To cast my longing sight, 
Beyond the darksome night, 

To yonder Easter mom. 
When, whosoe'er hath borne 
Thy image in the soul. 
Shall wear thy likeness whole. 
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XXVI. 

" Thou wilt not leave my soul in hell, neither wilt thou suf- 
fer thme Holy One to see corruption."— ^cfe, iL 27. 

*' He is risen, He is risen, 
" Jesus Christ is risen to-day ; 

" He, the bands of death hath riven, 
" He, the Life, the Truth, the Way." 

Why approach, ye weeping fair. 
Bearing balm t' anoint your King ? 

Ye but find a shining pair 

Who this joyous anthem sing ; 

" He is risen, he is risen, 
" Jesus Christ is risen to-day ; 

'• He, the bands of death, hath riven, 
« He, the Life, the Truth, the Way. 

" Haste ye to proclaim the story, 
. " Linger not around the tomb ; 
" Haste to view the Lord of glory 
" In his Resurrection bloom." 
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So may we, when loved ones bearing 

To the dull and cheerless grave. 
Hear the voice of Hope declaring, 
" Jesus died and rose to save." 

Now is death in triumph swallowed, — 

Where is visible thy sting ? — 
Hades, e'en thy courts were hallowed 

By the presence of our King, 

Where, O grave, thy vie P tory 
Where is now the strength of sin ? 

Christ hath solved thy mystery ; 
Christ our victory hath been ! 

Myriad, myriad tongues are pealing 

Forth their hymn of joy to-day. 
Heaven and earth, one rapture feeling, 

Blend in one harmonious lay. 



®lors lie to ^00 on f)isb I 
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